THE SCENE IS CHANGED

take the responsibility myself as always on my own little
stage.   The Group Theatre might be willing to join, in
course of time, by lending us its own plays and playwrights,
Louis Macneice as well as W. H. Auden and his collaborator
Christopher Isherwood.   Meantime Eliot had written an
unnamed play about Becket, to be given in the summer in
the chapter-house of Canterbury by the Friends of the
Cathedral, who were raising a permanent fund for the
preservation of the fabric and invited writers and other
artists to contribute in medieval fashion with their gifts.
We felt that this would not preclude a production of Eliot's
pky as part of our project, perhaps in alternation with a
play by Yeats ; but it was the sensible course to let Canter-
bury, for whom the play had been written, perform it first,
and then to consider it as the opening work for an autumn
season at the Mercury.   I recall very well a description of
the yet unfinished pky : the drama of the life and death of
Becket was in verse, but the four knights who murdered
him, all perfect Nazis, were to step out on to the forestage
and hold a public meeting with the audience, explaining the
various secular or totalitarian grounds that had made their
action necessary.   Here, again, humour had come to the
aid of a modern poet treating the most ckssical of English
tragic themes.
So in June of 19351 was at Canterbury for the production
of Murder in the Cathedral, as the pky was called at the sugges-
tion of a shrewd woman who knew how to express its
contemporary spirit in a tide. No theatre folk were visible
around the city, no producing managers from the West
End had come to see a work by the foremost poet of his
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